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CHARACTERS. 


DJAMILEH 


Mezzo  Soprano. 


HAROUN 


Tenor. 


SPLENDIANO 


Baritone. 


A  Merchant 


Chorus  of  Haroun's  friends,  Boatmen  on  the  Nib,  etc. 


DJAMILEH, 

OR 

THE    SLAVE     IN    LOVE. 


A  Room  in  the  Palace  of  Haroun,  at  Cairo.  At  the  lack, 
between  rose-coloured  marble  columns  and  behind  a 
playing  fountain,  through  elegant  curtains,  the  blue  sky 
can  be  seen.    The  sun  is  setting. 


SCENE  I. 

Haroun,  Splendiano,  Djaxileh,  Chorus. 

Haroun  and  Splendiano  are  on  the]  stage.  Splendiano 
writing  at  a  low  table.  Haroun  stretched  on  a  cushion, 
smolces  carelessly. 

Boatmen  on  the  Nile. 

Low  sinks  the  red  sun;  unveil,  love,  nothing  fearing, 

Cometh  fast  the  night; 
See,  in  eastern  skies,  the  first  faint  stars  appearing, 

Bidding  soul  meet  soul  in  love's  own  light. 

Haroun  (smoking). 

In  the  wreaths  unending  of  perfumed  smoke  ascending, 

Lit  by  the  day's  last  ejlcam, 
Sweet  fairy  forms  are  springing  and  thro'  the  light  are  winging, 

Born  of  a  blissful  dream. 
Radiant  figures,  shining  brightly,  in  long  array  so  lightly 

Float  through  the  ambient  air, 
While,  all  vaguely  showing,  shapes  in  beauty  glowing 

Complete  the  vision  fair. 

[Splendiano  has  become  drowsy.  Djamileh  enters  by  a  side 
door,  stops  a  moment  near  Haroun,  who  does  not  notice  her, 
then  goes  away  soft/y,  throwing  upon  him  a  look  of  affection. 
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Boatmen 


Low  sinks  the  red  sun;   unveil,  love,  nothing  fearing, 
{See,  in  eastern  skies  the  first  faint  stars  appearing, 
Bidding  soul  meet  soul  in  love's  own  light. 

SCENE  II. 

Splendiano,  Haroun. 

Haroun,  coming  forward,  sees  that  Splendiano  is  asleep 
and  rouses  him. 

Haroun. 
Hi,  Splendiano,  tell  me  your  dream,  I  pray. 

Splendiano  (jumping  up). 
Eh!     What?     Sleeping  was  I? 

Haroun. 
Aye;  soundly. 

Splendiano. 
What  more  natural?     You  sing  with  a  voice  so  touching 

that,  hearing  you 

Haroun. 
One  drops  off;  I  remember  an  effect  quite  similar. 
Splendiano. 

When  you  sang? 

Haroun. 
No,  when  you  spoke— when  you  were  only  my  teacher. 

Splendiano. 

A  pretty  scholar  I  had  then! 

Haroun. 

Yes,  and  much  he  profited  by  your  lessons,  did  he  not? 
(looking  at  papers  lying  on  the  table)  What  have  we  here? 

Splendiano. 

Our  accounts.    You  have  appointed  me  your  steward;   it  is 
well  I  should  look  alter  your  fortune. 
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Haroun. 
H'm!     Cannot  we  rain  ourselves  without  accounts? 

SPLENDIANO. 

If  you  like:  nothing  is  simpler.  You  love  choice  wines — 
(with  heartiness)  there  I  am  with  you — line  horses,  gambling, 
— in  short,  all  ruinous  pleasures.  Every  month  you  want  a 
new  slave. 


Haroun. 


Well;  go  on. 


Splendiano. 
A  year  of  this  sort  of  thing  and  you  will  be  as  poor  as  Job? 

Haroun. 

Why  do  you  sigh?  Fancy,  my  friend,  a  whole  year  of  indepen- 
dence and  pleasure!  Who  can  be  as  rich  as  we  are?  In  twelve 
months,  when  my  pockets  are  empty,  when  I  have  drained  my 
last  glass  and  loved  my  last  mistress,  I  shall  take  my  departure 
gaily. 

Splendiano. 
What  will  you  do? 

Haroun. 
Drown  myself  in  the  Nile! 

Splendiano. 
Oh! 

Haroun. 
After  you  have  blown  out  your  brains! 

Splendiano. 
Eh?     I  don't  understand. 

Haroun. 

Did  you  not  promise  to  follow  me  through  good  and  evil 
fortune  alike? 

Splendiano. 

Stop,  stop!  To  follow  you,  yes,  but  not  to  precede  you, 
and  {making  a  gesture  as  though  putting  a  pistol  to  his  forehead) 
this  would  be  going  before.   You  might  then  change  your  mind. 
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HAROUN. 

Coward!  and  you  have  taught  me  contempt  of  death. 

Splendiano. 

Yes,  when  I  was  your  preceptor,  because,  don't  you  see,  it  is 
necessary  to  give  false  ideas  to  young  men  that  they  may  learn 
to  love  the  true. 

Haroun. 

In  that  case  I  should  indeed  be  virtuous,  having  been  edu- 
cated, since  infancy,  in  the  school  of  your  vices. 

Splendiano. 

My  vices!  My  vices!  You  have  lent  me  a  good  many,  I 
fancy. 

Haroun. 

I!    Come  now!    I  have  borrowed  many  more  of  you. 

Splendiano. 

But 

Haroun. 
That's  enough.     Where  is  Djamileh? 

Splendiano  {motioning  to  the  next  room). 

There,  I  fancy;  always  happy,  always  confiding  in  your  love — 
and  that's  a  pity. 

Haroun. 

Why? 

Splendiano. 

Because,  if  your  caprice  remains  what  it  was,  she  has,  as  they 
say,  finished  her  engagement. 

Haroun. 
Bah!     She  is  here  for  a  month 

Splendiano. 
The  month  was  up  this  morning. 

Haro  UN. 
I  had  forgotten  it,  and  such  a  thing  neVer  happened  before. 
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Splendiano. 
You  love  her,  perchance? 

Haroun. 

It  pleases  you  to  joke.  Send  her  away,  since  the  time  has 
expired.  After  supper  I  will  make  her  a  present — the  very 
thing!  I  will  give  her  the  necklace  I  bough D  this  morning — ■ 
then,  when  alone  with  her,  you  will  dismiss  her  and  find  me 
another. 

Sflendiano. 

^That's  all  provided  for.  Our  slave  merchant  should  be  here 
this  very  evening.  I  understand  that  he  has  some  marvels  to 
show  you. 

Haroun. 

He  says  so,  of  course.  Anyhow,  find  me  these  marvels;  I 
trust  in  you. 

Splendiano. 
Good — by-the-way,  I  have  something  to  tell  you. 


Haroun. 

Long? 

Splendiano. 

Only  four  words. 

I  am  in  love. 

[Haroun. 

You? 

Splendiano. 

I! 

Haroun. 

You  must  be  careful,  my  friend. 

Splendiano. 
I  know  the  best  cure. 

Haroun. 
And  that  is? 
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Splendiano. 
Djamileh! 

Haroun. 
Nonsen3e!     You  love  her? 

Splendiano. 
Madly.     Do  you  object. 

Haeoubt. 

Not  the  least  in  the  world.  Djamileh  will  be  free  in  an  hour. 
Love  her  at  your  leisure  and  be  happy.  I  shall  put  nothing  in 
your  way. 

Splendiano. 
Ah!  but  she—? 

Hauoun. 

That  is  none  of  my  business.  Do  the  best  you  can,  though 
you  won't  claim  to  be  loved  for  yourself,  I  suppose. 

Splendiano  {after  looking  awhile  at  Haroun). 

Are  you  serious?  Something  you  said  just  now  has  made 
me  anxious. 


What  was  it? 


Haroun. 


Splendiano. 


That  you  were  suprised  the  time  had  come  to  send  Djamileh 
away.     You  have  no  regret? 

Haroun. 

None. 

Duet. 
Splendiano. 

Consider  well.     As  the  just  opening  flower. 
Needs  but  a  ray  of  bud,  a  single  drop  of  dew, 
So,  in  some  secret  place,  undreain'd  of  e'en  by  you, 
A  germ  of  tender  love  may  wait  the  fav'ring  hour, 
When  woman's  tears  or  sunny  eyes  shall  lite  unfold. 
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Haroun. 


Ob,  enough  of  thy  rain  and  thy  sun,  gossip  old, 

For  my  heart  is  a  waste,  and  if,  perchance, 

There  be  some  poor  flower  hiding  there — 

Mark  what  I  say  to  thee — 

There  needs,  to  make  it  rise  in  splendour  from  it's  sleep, 

More  than  a  single  drop  of  rain — an  ocean  deep. 

Splendiano. 
Djamileh  none  the  less  is  fair. 

Hahoun. 

And  hither  flown, 
Too  soon  or  else  too  late.     Forsooth,  'tis  hers  to  share, 
The  destined  lot  of  fragile  love,  and  with  a  rival  bear, 
'Tis  always  so,  alas! 

Splendiano  (as  ton  ished) . 
In  sooth!     That  rival's  name  is? 

Harotjn. 

The  Unknown! 

She  whom  men  do  not  expect, 
At  an  hour  which  no  one  knoweth. 
Comes  like  fickle  wind  that  bloweth, 

"With  resistless  charms  bedeck'd. 

Together. 

She  whom  men  do  not  expect,  &c. 

Splendiano  {rubbing  his  hands). 
All  goes  well! 

Haroot. 

So  then,  love  Djamileh!     As  for  me, 
Just  make  a  choice,  my  friend. 

Splendiano. 
With  which  you  mayn't  agree. 

Haroun. 
Oh!  pray  select  whichever  one  you  will. 
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Thou  fain  would' st  know  which  I'm  preferring- 

Moorish  maid  with  tender  eyes, 
Or  Jewess  grand  with  brow  deterring, 

Or  Greek,  that  quick  with  passion  sighs. 
In  my  heart  there's  now  no  feeling, 

'Tis  icy  cold  and  frozen  all; 
Though  memories  come  o'er  me  stealing, 

No  passion  kindles  at  their  call. 

Let  the  slave  be  dark  or  fairest, 

Be  proud,  or  gentle  as  a  dove, 
No  maid  I  love,  not  e'en  the  rarest. 

I  love  but  love!     I  love  but  love! 

ii. 

Every  cup  my  lip  caresses, 

A  single  good,  no  more,  doth  hold — 
The  wine  which  all  life's  ills  redresses, 

Though  drunk  from  common  clay  or  gold. 
If  but  the  rosy  flame  be  gleaming, 

The  cup  may  be  just  what  you  will; 
Let  to  my  soul  love's  wine  be  streaming, 

What  matters  where  I  drink  mv  fill. 


Splendiano. 

That  is  well  said,  and,  for  the  scheme  I'm  now  maturing, 
The  lesson  is  most  re-assuring; 
So,  by  my  life,  I  don't  complain, 
Djamileh  in  my  heart  will  reign. 

Together. 

She  whom  men  do  not  expect, 
At  an  hour  when  no  one  knoweth, 
Comes  like  fickle  wind  that  bloweth, 
With  resistless  charms  dedeck'd. 

[Djamileh  enters,  with  pensive  look. 

Haroun  (to  Splendiano,  with  a  sign  to  be  silent). 

Here  she  is.     Go  and  tell  them  to  serve  supper,  then — you 
understand. 

Splendiano  {in  a  low  voice). 

Yes,  yes!  (aside,  while  going  off)  If  he  should  love  her! 
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SCENE  III. 

Harotjn,  Djamileh. 

Djamileh  Jcisses  the  hand  which  Haroun  extends  to  her, 
and  comes  forward. 

Haroun. 

0  say  what  fear  thy  cheek  is  paling, 

What  sombre  cloud  obscures  the  light 
That  hath  shone,  till  now  unfailing, 

In  thy  tender  eyes  and  bright. 

Djamileh  {mysteriously). 
I've  dream'd  a  dream! 

Harotjn  {hissing  her  forehead). 
My  child! 

Djamileh  {with  a  radiant  face). 
Ah,  well,  now,  let  it  pass! 

Harotjn. 
But  thy  dream? 

Djamileh. 

In  my  dream  the  sea,  advancing, 

Roaring  loud,  made  me  afraid; 
All  around  with  terror  glancing, 

Feeble  arms  raised  I  for  aid ; 
Then  I  turn'd  to  thee,  appealing, 

"  Save  me,  save  from  horrid  death;  " 
Alas,  the  flood,  no  pity  feeling, 

Mock'd  my  fears  and  drown'd  my  breath. 

Harotjn. 

Foolish! 

Djamileh. 

Haroun,  thou  art  right,  and  I,  perhaps,  am  foolish, 
Since  on  me  fell  the  chill  of  a  presentiment. 

Haroun  (aside). 

Ah!  such  a  thought  at  such  a  moment! 
Can  she  mistrust  herself  ? 
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Djamileh. 


Bat  one  word  makes  me  light-hearted, 

And  I  joy  e'en  in  my  pain, 

Since  the  dream,  that  hath  departed, 

Thy  look  makes  tender  and  I  hear  love's  voice  again. 

Haroun  (aside). 
This  is  love!    Oh,  poor  child! 

[Splendiano  re-enters,  followed  by  Waves,  who  bring  and 
serve  supper. 

HAROUtf. 

Dearest,  care  we  will  banish. 
Let  me  see  on  thy  lips  a  smile  blooming.     Ne'er  fear  _ 
The  doubts  which  come  with  foolish  dreams  that  vanish. 
Sit  thse  here,  by  my  side;   at  our  feast  not  a  tear. 


SCENE  [V. 

HaROTJN,    D.TAMILEU,    SrLENDIANO. 

SrLENDiANO  {merrily) 
Well  said,  well  said— at  our  feast. 

Djamileh. 

Ah,  dreams  have  wings  of  fairy  lightness; 
From  life  shall  they  take  all  the  brightness? 
Cloud  the  brow  with  anxious  care? 
His  loving  word  my  soul  reviveth, 
From  his  eyes  my  heart  deriveth 
Trust  in  a  future  fair! 

Haroun. 

The  future  is  from  us  concealed, 
But  howso  dark  the  unrcvealed, 

Its  worst  my  heart  defies. 
Now  the  wine  of  life  I'm  quaffing, 
Oh,  see  within  my  glass,  'tis  laughing, 

And  pleasure  in  thine  eyes. 
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Splendiano. 


0  beauty  pure  for  which  I  am  sighing! 
Now  the  blessed  hour  comes  flying, 
The  hour  for  ardent  vows  and  sighs. 
Pass  the  good  wine,  freely  flowing, 
Soon  shall  we  see,  brightly  glowing, 
Lovelight  in  her  eyes. 

Haroun. 

1  fain  would  see  thee  happy,  and  wealth  can  joy  afford. 
0  name  the  thing  for  which  thy  soul  doth  sigh. 

Djamileh  (surprised). 
But  what  can  I  wish  more? 

Haroun. 

Thy  liberty! 

Djamileh  (simply). 

Ah,  why? 
From  thee  I  nothing  ask,  my  lord; 

Beneath  thy  roof  such  bliss  is  found, 
As  life  could  nowhere  else  afford, 

Were  I  to  search  the  world  around! 
Though  late  care's  shadow  on  me  lay, 

'Tis  gone,  and  sunshine  floods  the  day, 
Thy  voice  makes  light  and  life  abovind. 

Splendiano. 

Oh  a  good  thing  is  life  if  to  enjoy  it  we're  able, 

Above  all,  at  the  table, 

When  one  sees  the  world  across  a  groaning  board. 

Haroun. 

He's  right,  come,  drink,  my  dearest, 
Since  in  the  cup  gleams  wine  the  clearest, 
That  can  divinest  joy  afford. 

Djamileh. 

No  care  I  know,  no  thought  alarming, 
And  for  a  heart  with  rapture  warming, 
Enough  that  I  am  here,  my  lord. 

Haroun. 

If  thou  deemest  it  meetest 
To  refuse  such  good  wine, 
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Pray  thee  sing  me  a  song,  for  our  rapture  is  sweetest , 
When  'tis  lulled  by  a  voice  so  enchanting  as  thine. 

Djamileh. 

Haroun,  gladly  I  obey  thee. 
Thy  desire  my  law  shall  be. 

[Splendiano,  aside,  taking  up  a  lute  upon  which  he  plays 
comically  before  handing  it  to  Djamileh. 

So  for  him,  my  lark,  sing  gaily, 
Soon  thou  chantest,  sweet,  for  me. 

Djamileh. 

"  Nour-Eddin,  Lahore's  defender 

As  a  god  doth  aspire; 
Like  the  morning  in  his  splendour 

His  eyes  are  of  fire, 
When  his  bright  glances,  keen  and  burning, 

Towards  me  flash  and  fly, 
I  tremble,  hither,  thither  turning, 

Yet  I  know  not  why." 

So  sang  a  maid  in  tender  dreaming, 

Mov'd  by  soft  desire, 
So  timid,  yet  her  eyes  bright  gleaming 

With  love's  conquering  fire. 

II. 

"  When  the  king  'mid  cheers  increasing, 

Slowly  passes  by, 

To  my  eyes  rush  tears  unceasing, 

And  I  weep,  and  sigh. 

Whence  comes  the  feeling  o'er  me  r ashing, 

Ah,  how  can  it  be 

That  from  my  eyes  the  tears  are  gushing 

When  he  turns  from  me?" 

Thus  full  fain  would  she  be  learning- 
Why  she  weeps  apart — 

The  secret  of  the  fire  that's  burning 
In  her  anguish' d  heart. 


Haroun  {softly  interrupting  Djamileh). 

The  story  you  tell,  is  doubtless  most  affecting, 

I  know  the  rest,  but  better  themes  we're  quite  neglecting. 
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My  child,  we'll  leave, 

To  sigh  and  grieve, 

The  bruised  flow'r, 

And  gaily  spend 

Life's  fleeting  hour; 

For  ns  shall  mirth  and  joy  ne'er  end. 

Haroun. 
Ah!  I  have  arranged  a  surprise  for  you. 

Splendiano  (with  meaning). 

A  happy  surprise! 

[Haroun  takes  from  the  hands  of  Splendiano  a  necklace 
of  jewels  and  places  it  round  the  neck  of  DjAMILEH. 

See! 

Djamileh. 

Ah!  what  a  beautiful  necklace!  it  is  fit  for  a  queen. 

Splendiano  (aside). 
He  does  things  well! 

Haroun. 
Well? 

Djamileh. 
That  which  I  like  the  best,  however,  is 

Haroun. 
Is? 

Djamileh. 
The  hand  that  gave  it! 

[Haroun,  with  a  careless  gesture,  then  taking  the  hand  of 
Djamileh. 

Child,  thou  art  good  and  lovcablc,  happiness  will,  no  doubt, 
be  thine.     Sometimes  think  of  me. 

[Djamileh  looks  at  Mm  as  though  confuse1, '. 

Splendiano. 
I  hear  our  friends.     Do  you  play  this  evening? 
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Haroun. 


As  usual!  There  is  no  need  to  change,  (low)  Tin's  is  the 
end  of  the  comedy;  yon  understand?  (Splendiano  makes  a 
gesture  of  assent)     Good!         [Haroun  (joes  to  meet  Iris  friends. 


SCENE  V. 

Haroun,  Friends. 

Chorus. 

All  hail,  Haroun,  all  hail! 

Haroun. 

Dear  friends,  1  greet  yon  well; 

No  words  of  mine  can  tell 

How  heartily  I  welcome  who  cometh  as  my  guest; 

Now,  through  the  hours  of  night,  cheery  laugh  and  merry  jest. 

|_Djamileh,  who  is  unveiled,  stands  apart.     Haroun's 
friends  furtively  point  her  out  to  each  other. 

Chorus. 

Mark  the  maiden  yonder 

At  whose  charms  all  wonder, 

She  whose  sparkling  eyes 

No  jealous  veil  denies. 

When  her  lips  she  closes, 

In  that  nest  of  roses 

Fain  the  tender  dove 

Would  ever  live  and  love. 

Never  eyes  were  brighter; 

See,  her  hand  is  whiter 

Than  the  lily  fair; 

What  wealth  of  amber  hair! 

Past  compare  her  beauty  rare. 

Our  dazzled  eyes  admire  the  prize; 

Priceless  such  a  fair! 

[Djamileh  turns  away,  casting  a  look  of  reproach  at 
Haroun. 


Haroun  (carelessly). 

'Tis  Djamileh.     Now  come, 

And  while,  austerely  calling, 
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Down  from  the  mosque's  high  tower 
The  Muezzin's  voice  is  falling, 
To  joy  our  minutes  giving, 
With  gloom  no  longer  living, 
In  mirth  shall  pass  each  hour. 

Splendiano  (with  comic  business). 

On  to  conquest  I  am  leaping, 

And  no  longer  need  bo  keeping 

To  myself  a  trick  that's  won. 

If  I  say  "  Begone!  "  she  weepeth; 

But  if,  "  I  love  thee!  "  close  she  crccpcth 

With  sunny  smiles — the  thing  is  done! 

[Haroun  and  his  friends  exeunt.     Splendiano  follows 
them. 


SCENE    VI. 

Djamileh  (who  remains  motionless  and  thoughtful). 

Why  did  he  laugh  with  them  when  looking  at  me?  The 
words  he  used  sounded,  somehow,  like  a  farewell.  He  wanted 
a  souvenir!     Why?  since  we  shall  never  part! 

[Splendiano  returns. 


SCENE     VII. 
Djamileh,  Splendiano. 

Splendiano  (aside,  at  the  door). 

Now  is  my  chance:    I  most  be  at  once  firm,  conciliatory, 
persuasive,  and — tender. 

Djamileh. 
Well— Haroun? 

Splendiano. 

He  is  there,  with  his  friends. 

Djamileh. 
I  do  not  like  those  men.     Why  did  he  allow  them  to  see  me? 
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Splendiano. 

Never  mind  about  them.      I  have  something  to  say  —  The 
master —  \_he  hesitates. 

Djamileii  (looking  at  him  with  a  troubled  air). 
Go  on.    You  have  bad  news  for  me? 

Splendiano. 
"What  do  you  call  bad  news. 

Djamileh. 
You  ought  to  know  what  I  fear. 

Splendiano. 

Everything  is  to  be  feared  with  Haroun,  my  dear.  He  is — 
extravagant! 

Djamileh. 

Do  you  find  fault  with  him?    You? 

Splendiano  (earnestly). 

He  is  my  pupil;  more,  he  is  my  friend;  therefore  I  have  a 
right  to  speak  ill  of  him.  (after  a  pause)  Yes,  he  is  devilishly 
capricious.  In  his  father's  house  —  in  that  old  palace  wdiere  I 
spent  such  profitable  years — alas  ! — when  Haroun  was  still  a 
child,  he  shewed  himself  as  changeable  as  the  wind;  for  ever 
running  after  some  new  pleasure,  of  which  he  became  weary  in 
an  hour. 

Djamileh. 

To  what  is  all  this  leading  up? 

Splendiano. 

To  let  you  know  that  he  is  the  same  as  ever,  and  that 
Haroun  now  breaks  his  loves  as  formerly  he  broke  his  toys. 

Djamileh. 
Slander! 

SrLENDiANO  (aside). 

She  is  very  far  gone!  (aloud)  Not  at  all.  Don't  you  know 
your  own  master? 
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Djamileh. 
As  he. has  told  me  that  he  loves  me,  what  can  I  want  more? 

Splendiano. 
He  has  told  you — precisely  what  he  has  told  many  others. 

1) jam  iLEir  (as  tonished) . 
Others! 

Splendiano. 

Do  you  suppose  yourself  the  first  to  captivate  him?  Caprices! 
My  dear,  he  has  them  of  every  colour.  Listen.  Every  month 
that  door  opens  to  let  out  an  old  love,  and  to  admit  a  new  one. 
Every  month  a  different  slave  lavishes  upon  Haroun  the  same 
smiles,  and  hears  from  him  the  same  lies. 

Djamileh. 
Silence!     Oh,  this  cannot  be  true! 

Splendiano. 

True  it  is,  and — I  must  remind  you  of  the  fact — you  have 
now  been  here  a  month. 

Djamileh. 
A  month! 

Splendiano. 

A  month  this  morning.  By  the  same  token,  he  expects,  this 
evening,  the  Unknown!  (pointing  to  the  door)  You  understand; 
he  has  broken  his  toy. 

Djamileh. 
He  sends  me  away!     Ah! 

Splendtano. 
You  love  him  then? 

Djamileh  (passionately). 

Love  him!  You  cannot  know  how  much.  For  myself,  I  am 
nothing.     When  a  little  child,  I  was  seized  and  sold.     I  have 
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no  recollection  of  family  or  country.  My  whole  life  consists  of 
my  love.  But  yon  are  deceiving  me;  yon  torture  me  for  sport. 
llaroun  will  not  drive  me  away!     Tis  impossible! 

Splendiano  ( gravely). 

No ;  he  will  not  drive  you  away,  but  set  you  at  liberty — the 
same  thing  in  the  end,  with  a  shade  of  difference  in  expression. 
Take  this  purse,  besides  which  you  may  find  another  consola- 
tion, and  that  before  iong,  my  beauty,  if  you  search  well. 
{striking  an  attitude)  Only  just  look  this  way.  (Pjamileh 
remains  motionless,  her  eyes  fixed)  Come,  now,  a  smile;  only  a 
little  smile  -  one  ray  of  sunshine  to  disperse  the  mist.  Love  is 
dead!     Long  live  love! 

Djamileh  {without  hearing  him). 
Ah !  this  will  kill  me.  [she  iveeps. 

Splendiano  {shrugging  his  shoulders). 
Kill  you;  do  people  die  for  such  a  trifle  ? 

Djamileh. 
Don't  speak  to  me!     Go  away! 

Splendiano. 

How  you  take  things  to  heart!  Listen  now;  I  am  serious, 
and  capable  of  an  abiding  attachment. 

Djamileh. 
He  dares  to  speak  of  love! 

Splendiano. 

Why  not?  Do  you  suppose  that  all  is  over — tha*  life  is  not 
worth  living?  A  love  that  flies  away—pooh,  a  trifle;  after  it 
come  two  mere,  perhaps  ten  more,  to  be  repulsed  when  they 
present  themselves,  and  wept  over  when  they  depa  t.  At  the 
end  of  the  account  you  find  that  you  have  outlived  all  the  fine 
passions  any  oae  of  which  was  to  have  killed  you — 

Djamileh, 

Oh!  be  silent!  be  silent! 
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Splendiano. 

So  I  will,  if  you  speak  to  me,  or  give  me  a  smile.  Haronn, 
remember,  is  lost  to  you.  He  has  already  forgotten  you;  I 
swear  it. 


Djamileh. 
Forgotten,  when  there,  but  just  now Oh!  I  am  dreaming! 

Chorus  {in  Hasoun's  apartment). 

Fortune's  a  woman  true, 
All  who  her  favours  sue 

Meet  with  a  "  No  "  ; 
He  who  disdains  her  smiles, 
On  him  she  tries  her  wiles, 

Nor  lets  him  go ; 
But  we  will  fear  no  disaster, 
Making  the  minutes  fly  faster; 
Let  good  or  ill  come  in  the  end, 
0  friends,  the  night  in  mirth  we'll  spend. 

Splendiano. 

You  hear?  You  recognise  his  voice?  Do  you  find  that  he 
is  sorrowful?  As  for  me,  I  have  but  one  thought,  (aside)  I 
wonder  of  what  she's  dreaming. 

Djamileh. 

[she  is  meditating  profoundly.     All  at  once  she  lifts  her 
head,  and  approaches  Splendiano. 

You  say  you  love  mo,  Splendiano? 

Splendiano. 
Will  you  put  me  to  the  proof? 

Djamileh. 
That  was  in  my  mind.     Promise  now  to  obey  me. 

Splendiano. 
I  Bware  it    What  are  you  going  to  do? 
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Djamileh. 

Sacrifice  my  liberty  to  Haroun.     Another  slave  comes  this 
evening? 

Splendiano. 
No  doubt  as  to  that. 

Djamileh. 

Tnocl.  nresent  me  in  her  place.  When  he  recognises  me, 
HS  Ivlli  und^tand,  perhaps  that  the  world  contains 
something  more  precious  than  freedom. 

Splendiano  (aside). 
Here's  childishness!      Haroun  will  know  her   at  the  first 
glance.    Bah!  (aloud)  And— if  I  consent? 

Djamileh  (with  an  effort). 

If  von  consent  and— if  he  repulses  me,  well,  I  will  be  your 
slave rjSJ THaroun's  indifference  will  kill  me,  and  it  matters 
nothing  what  I  promise  this  man. 

Splendiano  (in  ecstacy). 
My  slave!     I  agree!  give  me  your  hand  on  that. 

Djamileh. 
Here  it  is.  [fl  Slave  enters  and  whispers  to  Splendiano. 

Splendiano. 

The  merchant!  He  comes  in  the  nick  of  time!  (to  the  Slave) 
T    .  ,  •     .    -l  extt  blave. 

Let  him  wait.  l 

\to  Djamileh,  indicating  the  door. 

Conceal  yourself  there.  The  merchant  will  come  to  you  at 
once,  and  obey  your  orders,  then— (he  lowers  his  voice)  You 
understand? 

[lie  gives  her  the  purse  which  she  had  before  refused. 

Djamileh. 
Thanks,  Splendiano,  thanks. 
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Splendiano  {ironically) . 


Oh!  I  am  so  happy  to  be  agreeable.     I  go  to  arrange  every- 
thing according  to  your  desires  (aside,  in  going)  and  mine. 


SCENE  VIII. 

D.TAMILEH  (alone,  and  sad). 
i. 

The  fatal  hour  comes  flying, 
For  love  'twill  find  me  dying! 

Are  happy  days  in  store? 
Or  will  stern  fate  us  sever? 
And  heaven  take  from  me  ever 

Him  whom  I  adore? 

{night  approaches  gradually. 
II. 
Alas!   this  simple  scheming 
To  win  my  love  is  dreaming, 

Illusion  of  a  day! 
One  look  from  him  proceeding, 
One  spoken  word  unheeding, 
Then  love  will  not  stay. 

[Djamileii  conceals  herself  at  the  baric  of  the  stage  as 
Splendiano  enters,  followed  by  Haroun  and  his  frtendx. 


SCENE  IX. 
Haroun,  Splendiano. 

Haroux  (in  an  ill  temper) 

You  weary  me  with  your  scruples,    (to  his  friends)    Come 
along,  since  he  insists. 

Splendiano. 

I  decline  to  impose  my  taste  upon  you.      You  must  see  with 
your  own  eyes,  (calling)  Arakcl ! 

[the  Slave  who  announced  the  Merchant's  arrival  appears 
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Tell  the  merchant  he  can  come  in. 

[to  Haroun  and  his  friends. 
Don't  be  impatient,  you  can  return  to  your  game  in  a  minute. 


SCENE  X. 
Haroun,  SPLENDrANO,  Merchant,  Friends. 

The  Merchant  enters,  and,  after  humbly  saluting  Haroun  and 
Splendiano,  arranges  his  Musicians  and  Sleeves. 

Splendiano. 
Fine  girls,  by  my  life! 

The  Merchant. 
Arc  they  not?     Oh!  my  lord  Haroun  is  a  generous  man! 

Splendiano. 
Yes,  yes!  we  know  that. 

The  Merchant. 
Look,  my  lord,  just  glance  at  the  treasures. 

Haroun. 
Boaster!     Enough;  I  go. 

The  Merchant. 
What,  my  lord,  you  will  not  allow  me  to  mention — 

Haroun. 
Eh!  what  matters  to  me?     Arrange  with  Splendiano. 

The  Merchant. 

A  single  look!  {to  a  dancing  slave,  crouching  amid  the  other 
slaves)  Come  along!  (to  the  musicians)  Proceed!  A  real  pearl, 
my  lord,  behold! 
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Dance  of  the  Almee. 

The  Dancer  takes  her  place  upon  a  carpel  spread  in  the  middle 
of  the  stage. 


Chorus  of  Hatioun's  friends. 

Heedless  seeming, 

Languid  dreaming, 
With  half-closed  slumb'rous  eyes 

She  reposes 

M  id  the  roses 
Canning  woven  where  she  lies. 

While  soft  breathing, 

Interweaving 
Melodies  invite  to  sleep; 

Gently  sighing, 

Dreaming,  dying, 
Like  to  whispers  from  the  deep. 

Now  loud  soundeth 

And  reboundeth 
The  noisy  tambourine; 

Xow  fierce  thrilling, 

Welkin  filling, 
The  cymbals  flash  their  sheen. 

i 

See  the  maiden, 

Though  sleep-laden, 
Answ'ring  thrills  with  joy; 

Now  she  dreameth, 

As  it  seemeth, 
Bliss  without  alloy. 

See  her  feet, 

Small  and  fleet, 
Whirling  round  and  round, 

In  their  flight, 

Tracks  of  light 
Make  upon  the  ground. 

Lovclight  showing, 
Twin  stars  glowing, 
How  languish  now  her  eyes; 
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While  a  feeling, 
O'er  us  stealing, 
Makes  every  heart  her  prize. 

Breathless,  panting, 
Strength  a- wanting, 

See  her  the  dance  resign; 
Prostrate  lying, 
And  as  dying, 

In  her  dream  divine. 


The  Merchant  {after  the  dance). 
Well? 

Haroun  (with  indifference). 

I  don't  know.     Splendiano  will  decide,  (to  his  friends)  How 
they  make  us  lose  oar  time!  \tlwj  (jo  out. 


SCENE  XL 
Splendiano,  Merchant. 

Splendiano. 

She   is  perfect!      Are  you  willing   to   gain   two   hundred 
sequins. 

The  Merchant,  (pointing  to  the  Dancer.) 

Pooh!     She  is  worth  ten  times  that. 

Splendiano. 

It  is  not  with  her  that  we  are  concerned,  (aside)  For  the 
moment  at  any  rate. 

The  Merchant. 
With  whom  then? 

Splendiano. 

With  you.     Are  yon  willing  to  gain  two  hundred  sequins, 
here,  and  at  once?     Think,  and  make  up  your  mind.—  Well? 

The  Merchant. 
Well,  yes. 
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Splendiano. 


In  that  case,  c:o! 


[showing  him   the   door    through   which    Djamileh   had 
jtassed. 

You  will  find  a  woman  there.     Obey  her  absolutely.     She 
will  say  what  we  expect  of  you. 

The  Merchant. 
Then  may  I  depart? 

Splendiano. 

Yes;   but  return  to-morrow  with  the  dancer.     She  will  be 
bought.  \]ie  hurries  all  off  the  stage. 


SCENE  XII. 

Splendiano  (alone,  and  radiant). 

She  is  mine!  Yes,  the  best  use  to  which  I  can  put  Djamileh's 
confidence  is  to  betray  her.  I  will  go  and  tell  Haroun  all. 
Pjamilch  will  play  her  little  comedy;  he  will  not  be  duped,  and 
I  shall  reap  the  benefit.  I  am  a  traitor,  but,  when  it  is  a 
question  of  storming  Mahomet's  paradise,  one  is  not  particular 
as  to  the  means. 

Splendiano. 

I  need  to  cool  my  fever  burning 

A  sweet  and  fond  reality; 

And  I  will  drink,  the  glass  upturning, 

Thy  blissful  cup,  voluptuary. 

I  see  my  mistress,  softly  smiling, 

And  tu  my  orders  swiftly  fly, 

0  dream  of  love,  man's  wit  beguiling — 

1  hardly  know  what  meets  my  eye! 

Together,  we  will  wander  sweetly, 
Beneath  the  shade  of  perfnm'd  trees; 
I  press  her  hand,  she  answers  meetly, 
Her  looks  reveal  how  much  I  please. 
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Of  conquest  certain  now  behold  me, 

I'm  marching  on  to  victory; 

From  that  sweet  prize  none  can  withhold  me—- 

I  say  no  more  of  what  I  see. 

[he  goes  to  the  door  of  Haroun's  apartment,  and  opens  it 
a  tiltte;  peats  of  laughter  are  heard. 

They  are  merry:    so  much  the  better.   (DJAMILEH  enters.) 
Ah,  Djamileh!    How  prompt  she  is!    Now  then,  we  shall  see. 


SCENE    XIII. 
Splendiano,  Djamileh. 

Djamileh  stands  en  the  threshold  of  her  room.  She  wears  the 
dancer's  dress.  Her  eyebrows  are  painted  and  her  hair  is 
partly  concealed  by  a  veil. 

Djamileh   (much  moved). 
I  am  ready. 

Splendiano. 

And  our  man  has  consented!     I  was  sure  of  that. 

Djamileh. 
It  is  you  I  have  to  thank. 

Splendiano. 
Yes,  he  will  gain  two  hundred  sequins!     How  do  you  feel? 

Djamileh. 

I  am  afraid. 

Splendiano. 

But  you  are  well  disguised,  and  it  is  night;  why  be  doubtful? 
(aside)  How  he  will  laugh! 

Djamileh. 
Ah!  you  don't  understand;  but  Haroun — 

Splendiano, 
Hush!  here  he  is. 


DJAMILEH.  31 

SCENE  XIV. 

Haroun,  Splendiano. 

Haroun  (entering  briskly). 
Some  gold,  Splendiano.     I  have  lost. 

[Djamileh  remains  in  shadow. 

Splendiano  (opening  a  coffer). 
Take  it,  my  lord,  (loiv)  The  slave  is  there. 

Haroun. 
Is  she  pretty? 

Splendiano. 
Doubtless.    I  ought  to  say,  however — 

Haroun. 
All  right;  later.     They  are  waiting. 

[turning  round  he  sees  Djamileh. 
How!  this  is  the  dancer!  [lie passes  close  to  her. 

Splendiano. 
If  yon  knew — 

Haroun. 
Go,  and  leave  me  in  peace!     What  dost  thou  want  of  me? 

[looking  at  Djamileh. 
Just  now  so  smiling;  at  this  moment  trembling  and  disturbed! 
Curious!     Ho,  little  one!  has  anybody  spoken  ill  of  me? 

[he  goes  to  take  her  in  his  arms;  she  disengages  herself  and 
runs  up  the  stage. 

Splendiano. 
Will  you  ?     He  won't  listen  to  me! 

Haroun  (pursuing  her). 

Wild  one,  how  she  runs!     (he  stops,  laughing)    Oh,  this 
rebellion  is  delicious!     1  remain. 
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Splendiano. 
One  word,  if  you  please. 

Haroun. 

{brusquely  giving  Ids  purse  to  Splendiano.) 
Take  the  money  and  play  in  my  stead;  go! 

Splendiano. 
But— 

Haroun   {impatiently). 

Be  silent  and  obey. 

Splendiano  {aside,  in  going). 
After  all,  I  am  at  ease!      He  certainly  will  send  her  away. 

SCENE    XV. 

Haroun,    Djamileh. 

[Djamileh's  agitation  increases  and  she  seems  on  the  point 
of  fain  ting. 

Haroun  (aside). 

Can  it  be  fear;  is  it  caprice 
Makes  her  my  presence  thus  fly? 
To  the  proof  I  will  put  it. 

Djamileh    {aside). 

Oh!  night,  sweet  night,  now  favour  me, 
And  on  my  boldness  kindly  smile. 

Haroun. 

By  my  life,  she's  afraid! 

AVe  are  alone.     In  heaven  the  stars  are  glowing! 
This  hour  to  love  shall  make  amends! 
Nay,  tremble  rot,  but  thy  sweet  face  be  showing, 
The  time  of  bliss,  alas!  soon  ends. 
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Djamileh  (entreatinrjhj). 

My  lord,  0  leave  me! 

Hear  thou  my  cries, 

Upon  my  eyes  are  marks  of  tears, 

No  further  grieve  me. 

Haroun. 
Here,  love  removes  the  trace  of  sorrow  and  of  pain. 

Come,  unveil,  thy  beauty  showing; 
Let  me  see  thine  eyes  so  bright, 
In  their  tender  depths  all  glowing 
Love's  divine  and  glorious  light. 

Djamileh. 

Pity,  my  lord;  and  heed  my  weakness, 
For  woman's  eyes,  tho'  ne'er  so  bright, 
Can  charm  but  when  their  depths  are  glowing 
With  love's  divine  and  glorious  light! 

[aside. 
Now,  with  fear  I  am  frozen. 

Haroun. 

The  slave  to  take  whose  place  thou  hast  been  chosen, 
Was  kinder,  on  my  soul!     She  did  I  love. 

Djamileh, 

My  lord, 
Loved'st  thou  her?  then  why  hath  she  not  stayed? 
(aside)  Ah,  if  now  by  myself  I  am  betrayed? 

Haroun. 

If  I  said  I  lov'd,  my  dear,  pray  understand — 

That,  with  freedom  I've  not  parted; 
Such  a  step  I  soon  should  rue; 
So  when  my  mistress  off  hath  started 
All  is  o'er  between  us  two. 
Resteth  mem'ry  of  sweet  pastime, 
With  the  kiss  received  the  last  time 
Break  my  bonds — to  form  anew ! 

[Djamileh  wipes  away  a  tear* 
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Haroun  (surprised,  going  towards  her). 
She  is  weeping!     0,  why  dosfc  weep  ?     Have  I  offended? 

Djamileh. 

Ah!  how  cruel  thou  art.  \she  rims  up  the  stage. 

Haroun. 

What  have  I  done?     So!  flee'st  thou  again — 

[he  follows  her. — a  ray  of  moonlight  suddenly  falls  upon 
Djamileh. 

Ah,  Djamileh!    Yes,  'tis  she!  Silly  maiden,  for  me  she  loves! 

Djamileh  {aside,  sorrowfullg). 
His  heart  is  dead,  T  love  in  vain. 

Haroun  (aside). 

Why,  if  love  be  but  a  seeming, 

Do  troubles  now  oppress  my  heart? 
0  bliss  that  on  me  smiles,  if  coinest  thou  in  dreaming, 

Ah,  let  me  die  before  thou  dost  depart. 

[he  stands  silent,  at  a  distance  from  Djamileh. 

Djamileh  {aside). 

Though  to  my  trembling  voice  he  angrily  replieth, 

Sorrow's  day  will  soon  have  flown — 
Before  I  sleep  in  peace,  beneath  the  waters  lying, 

I  will  to  him  myself  make  known. 

[little  og  little  site  approaches  Haroun,  and  recalls  the 
motif  of  the  fourth  scene. 

O'er  hills  and  valleys  pressing, 

Looking  for  her  heart,  long  lost, 
Wanders  she,  her  grief  expressing, 

To  heaven's  starry  host. 
Unknown  the  reason  why  she  faded; 

Passion's  flower  sweet 
Languished,  like  a  rose  unshaded, 

In  the  noon-day  heat. 
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At  last,  poor  innocent,  she  perished, 

(Heaven  such  fate  forefend) 
Upon  her  vision  cherish'd, 

Smiling  to  the  end. 

[Haroun  listens  without  surprise  and  seems  lost  in  thought, 
{aside)  Still  silent! 

[going  towards  him,  and  in  supplicating  tones. 
Master,  pity,  0  master! 

Haroun. 

Ah,  I  knew  thee  disguised. 

[struggling  against  himself. 

But,  no,  in  vain  thou  return'st;  be  advised, 
Ne'er  will  I  yield  to  love.  [aside. 

No,  the  word  she'd  have  me  say, 

That  never  will  I  speak,   (resolutely  and  with  violence) 
Away! 

Djamileh.    (despairingly,  in  a  broken  voice). 

He  makes  sport  of  me.     My  love  is  all  my  being. 

Oh,  dear  master,  shall  its  sweet  hope  from  me  be  fleeing? 

More  than  for  liberty,  for  thy  heart  I  sue. 
Now,  for  ever,  adieu! 

[she  turns  away,  then  falters  and  falls  into  the  arms  of 
Haroun,  who  runs  to  receive  her. 

Haroun  (in  ecstacy). 

Ah,  loving  child,  sublime  in  thy  devotion! 

0  Djamileh,  my  soul,  my  bliss  divine, 

1  look  on  thee  with  strange  emotion, 

For  knowing  thy  pure  heart,  I  have  recovered  mine. 

Thy  lips,  with  fragrance  stored, 

Need  no  more  deceive.     All  doubts  have  vanished  quite, 

Oh  dearest,  best  adored! 

Again  return  the  days  of  pure  delight! 

Ah,  I  now  surrender, 

And  am  captive  led. 

Held  by  love  so  tender, 

My  heart  cannot  be  dead! 


3c>  djamileh. 

Djamileh. 

Ah,  he  doth  surrender, 
And  is  captive  led; 
Filled  with  love  so  tender, 
His  heart  cannot  be  dead. 

Djamileh  and  Hakoun. 

For  thee  my  soul  liveth! 
Thy  love  which  life  giveth, 

To  heaven  it  Jiath  led. 

[Splendiano  has  entered,  he  makes  a  gesture  of  despair; 
behind  him  are  the  friends  of  Haroun,  seeing  whom 
Hakoun  covers  Djamileh's/a^  with  the  veil  which  had 
fallen  upon  her  shoulders,  then  he  tenderly  leads  her 
away. 


the  end. 
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